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What wilte thou doe ? wilte thou kill me ? I haue made thee a man of nought: Thou shalte repente it, by Gods pitty, That euer this deede thou haste y wrought. I care not for that, dame, he did say, Thou shalt giue ouer or we departe The maystership all, or all this day I will not cease to make thee smarte.
Euer he layde on, and euer she did crye,
Alas ! alas ! that euer I was borne !
Out vpon thee, murderer, I thee defye,
Thou hast my white skin, and my body all to
torne :
Leaue of betyme, I counsayle thee. Nay, by God, dame, J saye not so yet, I sweare to thee, by Mary so free, We begyn but no\ve : this is the first fyt.
Once agayne we must daunce about,
And then thou shalt reast in Morels skyn.
He gaue her than so many a great cloute,
That on the grounde the bloud was seene.
Within a whyle, he cryed, newe roddes, newe!
With that she cryed full lowde alas !
Daunce yet about, dame, thou came not where it
grewe, And sodainely with that in a sowne she was.
He spyed that, and vp he her hente,
And wrang her harde then by the nose :
With her to Morels skin straight he wente,
And therein-full fast he did her close.
Within a while she did reuiue.
Through the grose salt that did her smarte:
She thought  she   should  neuer haue   gone   on
liue Out of Morels skin, so sore is her harte.